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Pandora box 


Author's Notes: 

| know Arry has an accent, but | didn\'t know how to write it without screwing up. He doesn\'t talk much 
anyway XD 

second: slash is kind of implicit. Sorry, | can\'t do smut **\" at least for now. 


third: this is all your fault, RF Maiden girls XD Hope you like it. 


You know the things that are better left buried? Like, who killed Kennedy. The secret ingredient in Coca-Cola 
The story about that time when you were two years old and absolutely wanted to try to eat chili. Things like 
that. And like parents secrets. They should have a ban on parents secrets. A state classification or something. 
Because nothing is worst than discovering facts about your parents past life. About the time when you 
weren't born and they were young. And they did things. You spend all your teenager years trying hard to 
remove the fact that your parents were, in turn, teenagers, and when you finally succeed, there it is: The 


Secret. The Thing. And nothing can ever be the same afterwards. 


Being brought up in a musician's family should somehow prepare you for this sort of things: when you are the 


older daughter of the founder of the greatest metal band in history, who had their best years in the 


infamous (or glorious, depending on who you asked) 80s, you grew up accustomed to a certain amount of 
silliness and embarrassing stories about the "good ol'days". But nothing could have prepared Lauren for what 


she found. 


They were finally selling their old estate in Essex, and Steve asked her to please, take a look at the attic for 
anything of sentimental value, before the realtor people came. "Can someone else do it?" "No, please honey’ 
"Can't Kerry? Or Faye? Can't you do it? Its mostly your stuff up there" "C'mon sweetheart, you know | trust 
you more. For your old dad?" and then he gave her that sweet, shy smile and those big puppy eyes, and even 
if Lauren knew too well it was pure acting, she couldn't really refuse him. 

So she went in the old, dusty attic. Of course, had he knew what laid hidden behind old furniture and stuffed 
boxes, maybe he wouldn't have asked her. But there it was, at the end of a very old box full of eighties 
fashion crimes (which she would burn without hesitation, good memories or not, but which she resolved to 


keep for her father's sake): a paper envelop, full of what it seemed to be old pictures. 


Curious about where they came from, she sat down to take a proper look You never know a Pandora box until 
you open one. Mostly, they were road pictures: taken somewhere in the USA she could tell, probably during 
the World Slavery Tour, or maybe even earlier. The guys all seemed pretty much warned out and excited, and 
really, really young. She smiled at the sight of her father making silly faces at the camera with Dave, hugging 
Nick, or about to pour a beer can over an innocently asleep Adrian. And then, there was the one picture she 
never expected to see. The one picture out of place, or..was it? She kept staring at it trying to find a rational 


explanation, but there really wasn't one, except the obvious one. 


Steve and Bruce were standing, a smoldering and slightly drunk look toward the camera. They were both 
shirtless, and wearing those hideous spandex pants. Bruce had his arms around Steve's waist, while Steve had 
one arm around Bruce's shoulders, as the other one was obviously holding the camera. And until that, it could 
still be a normal stupid road picture. What made it rather peculiar, so to speak, was that Bruce's lips were 
right on the side of Steve's, as if he was about to kiss him. And that they looked pretty intent. A bit drunk 
maybe, but not that ‘oh-I don't-know-what-l'm-doing’ drunk. And, Lauren admitted in a moment of self- 
unconsciousness, they look pretty damn hot together. Of course, that last thought didn't make it to the second 
before the more normal "eeew!" reaction kicked in. And to make things worse, it wasn't just that one picture : 
the next, they were utterly kissing. As in, lips and tongues kissing, the real deal: not something you could fake. 
And then they were grabbing each other, skin on skin, in what seemed to be a rather furious kiss. Lauren 
stared at it in a strange mixture of wander and horror: Steve wasn't holding the camera anymore, so she 
figured someone else must knew about this. Merciful, the pictures ended before something really, really 
embarrassing came along. Still. That was exactly the sort of thing why you needed a national ban on parents 


secrets. 


She remained silent for a while, not sure what to make of it. At first, of course, it had been a shock. But 
then.Not that she was comfortable watching her father half naked making seriously out with another man! 
And a man she knew quite well. But she had to admit, it all made sense now: she always thought her father 
and Bruce had a rather strange relationship. Of course, it could all be ascribed to the "On the Road" book. But 
something told her it was something more than that. Bruce had always struck Lauren as one of the few, if not 
the only one, person that could really upset Steve. And really make him happy at the same time (well, beside 


his children, of course). But Bruce always had the power to shake him to his core. She could remember her 
mother ranting about him: "That man is your fortune but he's going to be your ruin, ‘Arry!", but of course, 
she was too little to remember, and later she always thought that her father and Bruce simply had both too 
strong a character to get along without fighting. But now everything made sense. 

Putting the pictures back in the envelope, she turned the first one, and noticed a black handwriting on the 
back: 


-Arry. 

| know you don't like birthday cards, or presents, or wishes, you silly wanker! But I don’t care, as you know well, and 
Í figured you wouldnt mind this one. So, Happy Birthday! And thank you. For everything And sorry. For everything 
Love you. Always. 


She couldn't make out the name on the signature but again: she had seen it too many times not to recognize 
it. + was unmistakably Bruce's. The date was March, 12 1985. 

Lauren sighed, too many different emotions weighting on her heart. A part of her wanted to just lock 
everything away and pretend she never saw them, another part wanted to scream and be mad at Steve for 
never telling her anything about it. But another part wanted to know more, to know about their relationships 
and if it was because of it that they fell apart in the nineties. Another one just felt moved by something that 
seemed really deep, and her heart softened at the thought of a young, shy Steve falling helplessly for his 
vocalist charm, like any other groupie. The thought made her grin. But the question was: what was she going 


to do with these pictures? And then it struck her: it was March Hh .. 


She had expected everything: she had expected him to blush to the roots of his hair, to choke on the cake, to 
get angry, to scream. Even to throw her present away. She hadn't expected the startled silence and the soft 
look in her father's eyes, while he unwrapped the nice wooden photo frame and stared at the picture. She had 
intended the present as a way to ask him, not knowing how to approach the subject: so, she took him to the 
kitchen, to have a measure of privacy. Surely, she hadn't anticipated the tears that surfaced to Steve's eyes 
while it Traced the glass unconsciously. 

"Where did you find it?" he asked eventually. "The attic. An old box full of clothes". Steve nodded, and looked at 
her with a faint smile. Lauren felt her heart breaking. She wanted to provoke him, yes, but she didn't want to 
make him sad on his birthday. She swallowed "Dad, I'm sorry. It's just.. think its a really nice picture, and | 
thought that maybe, after all this time, you wanted it back But if it upset you then-" "Is beautiful. Really.” 
And now he smiled to her. The real, full smile that was Harris trademark. She smiled back, and went to kiss 
him on the cheek and hug him, while he and Bruce looked defiantly from the frame. "Thank you sweetheart, it's 
a really thoughtful present" "I'm glad you're not mad" Steve chuckled "How can | ever be mad at you?" and he 
kissed her on the forehead. "Think it's time we go back, innit?" "Yeah, | suppose you're right." Wrapping the 
picture carefully in the gift paper, they left the kitchen together. 

"Dad?" Lauren stopped halfway through the hallway "Yes, darling?" "Did you.. mean, did you really..feel..for 
Bruce.." she couldn't bring herself to ask if he really loved him, she was too afraid of the answer. Still, Steve 
seemed to understand. "Yes. | do." he said simply, and gave her a small smile before heading quietly to the living 


room. / do, present tense, nothing more. Suddenly, Lauren felt an unexpected wave of respect and love for her 


father: he wasn't ashamed, didn't try to conceal it, didn't make a big fuss of it. It was just another thing about 
him that he accepted without questioning, daring anyone else to do it. 


